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This book is dedicated to all the Juicys, Candys, Carmieshas and Saucys in my hood. Lift yourself up and fly with the strength of your own beautiful wings.


You are capable and lovable

Competent and delectable

Gifted and gorgeous

Fly and formidable


So keep doin the damn thang!
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Hottt Saucy!



This here ain’t no romance

It’s an urban erotic tale

Hottt Saucy’s on a mission

And she ain’t about to fail


Body of a goddess

But a devil in disguise

Chinky eyes full of dollar signs, slick tongue full of lies


From chips to bling and finer things, Miss Saucy’s out for self She’ll play you like a herb then put yo ass back on the shelf


Sexing is her weapon, she’ll go grimy to exploit it She schemed a dope plan and hooked the top man But her demons just wouldn’t stay dormant


A hustler’s dream, the best of cream, her booty made her sublime

She worked her game and stole some fame and slicked herself a goldmine


Top of the world wasn’t good enough and greed got Saucy dippin

But gangstas see out both their eyes and the big one caught her slippin


So this here ain’t no romance

It’s a straight-up shiesty game

Slide too close to Saucy and get burnt up in her flame








In the Beginning…


HAVE YOU EVER scratched and schemed your way into somebody’s heart? Laid some ill na-na on a gangsta and then hustled him straight outta the game? Traded your goodies for even more goodies? Have you ever schemed on your best friend? Plotted on some real gutta shit that you knew was gonna devastate her, but you went ahead and did it anyway? Did you use what you got to grab what you wanted? Committed acts so grimy that even God looked down on you and cried? Oh? That ain’t how you living? Well there’s a stunna up in this party tonight, so you betta get on your game and clock ya’ man. Goodnight, hater! Don’t knock my hustle. Didn’t nobody slump my boogeyman in the middle of the night. I was just a lost little girl forced to make it in a grown woman’s world. A child turned out by the rulers of the game. Shit, when you get thrown into a snakepit you better learn how to wiggle! It’s all about survival, baby. And not only did I learn the code of the streets, I made my own damn rules and got paid in the process. So listen close, but watch your pockets. I’m a Harlem girl. A scandalous bitch. A ruthless mama. Me and this city are just alike. Grimy. And we never, ever sleep. So take some notes and get up on a few things. My name is Saucy Sarita Robinson. When life gave me lemons I did not make lemonade. I slipped those lemons in the next bitch’s purse, because this is how I’m living.







Seung Cee



SHE OPENED HER EYES the moment the doorknob turned. Lying in the darkness, the little girl smelled cigarettes and oranges and hated them both. The air was still. Footsteps crossed the wooden floorboards, slow but deliberate. She closed her eyes quickly, knowing what was coming but powerless to stop it.

Deep, excited breathing. Directly above her. Suddenly the Harlem night seemed hotter than usual. The child began to sweat. A weight settled down beside her on the bed. She held her breath and waited.

The first few caresses were random and innocent. A finger traced the Asian curve of her closed eyes, then twirled a sleek lock of her curly black hair. The outline of her nut-brown lips was drawn. And then the fingers began to creep. Over her chin, past her barely budding breasts, and down below her tight stomach.

The sheet she lay sweating under was slid back, and her dirty nightshirt hiked up. The hiss of excited breathing was the only sound in the room. Urgent fingers were inside her panties. Pulling on the waistband until they were down past her knees. Sweaty hands parted her thighs and spread her legs wide. A nose pressed into her flesh and she heard a deep inhalation of breath. And then warmth and wetness enveloped her down there and slurping sounds rose in the air.

The girl lay rigid in the darkness as the soft tongue probed and licked at her private spot. She didn’t cry out or move. She’d get her ass beat if she did that. Besides, the action going on between her legs that used to feel stank and nasty didn’t bother her so much anymore. If she held still and didn’t fight it, it wasn’t no worse than sitting in Mister Jack’s lap while his thang jumped outta its box.

Already she was a survivor. She could get through almost anything and forget most of it when she needed to. But there was no way she could forget the gifts. She lived for those. The wrinkled dollar bills that she’d find on her dresser in the morning. The cheap rings and bracelets and dollar-store necklaces that glittered and shined, but eventually made her skin turn green. Or sometimes the small bag of candy. Every now and then there might be fruit. A lopsided apple. A banana going brown. Or maybe a nasty orange. It really didn’t matter what she got. As long as she was getting something out of it, she could survive it.

A moan flew from the girl’s mouth, surprising her. She arched her back. She was shocked by the spark of heat that was trying to catch fire between her long, shapely legs. The tongue darting between her lower lips picked up its pace, licking the soft young mound that hadn’t even started sprouting hair yet. Grown hands cupped her curved ass cheeks as she was gulped from like a fountain.

And then the body nestled between her legs began to tremble. The nibbles and licks became longer and harder. Fingers dug into her ass and penetrated her hole. Whomp! Whomp! Whomp! A thrusting pelvis smacked into the mattress, humping hard, fucking like a dog.

And then it was over.

The girl lay still, her eyes squeezed closed. The bed creaked as the weight rose, then slow footsteps crossed the floor once more. She held her breath until she heard her door open, and only then did she dare open her eyes again.

And when she did, she saw her mother standing in the hall. Tall, Asian, and beautiful. Creamy skin, dark silky hair hanging down to her waist. Smoking a cigarette and staring into her room from the doorway.

The orange-smelling figure walked over to her mother and they embraced. Lips parted and tongues tangled as they kissed hotly, sharing her young juices between them. The girl stared in silence as the same fingers that had just penetrated her ass slid up her mother’s long, toned thigh, and disappeared under her short kimono, digging in her pussy.

Her mother smiled then lowered her head, nuzzling the slender neck and kissing the firm brown breasts of her dyke lover.

“Come me now, King,” Kimichi said in her halting Asian English. She turned away from her daughter and held out her hand. She led the woman toward her bedroom, from which the sounds of wild sex would soon be heard. “Seung Cee very nice, yes? But now it my turn.”








Chapter 1



THIS WAS GONNA be my last damn time riding somebody’s nasty Prison Gap bus. Babies were crying, music was blasting, and every ghetto trick in New York City was trying to get upstate for a trailer visit. I elbowed the hefty sistah who was sitting on my right. A licked-down watermelon stick was clutched in her fat fist, and she was snoring like a truck driver when we hadn’t even hit the highway yet. I pushed her ass even harder. She had the whole damn window to lean up against, but she insisted on pouring that chocolate Jell-O all over me.

I crossed my legs and tried not to let too much of my Fendi jacket touch the stained cloth seats. There wasn’t no telling how many skeezers had sat their stank asses here before me, and I wasn’t anxious to pick nothing up on my last trip.

New York was hot as hell for September, and right outside, Columbus Circle was live and jumping. Brothas was hoopin’ under lights and slamming killers on the handball courts in Central Park. White boys skateboarded off half-pipe ramps about to bust they asses. A Sabrett cart sat on the corner where tourists lined up to buy dirty franks with onions and sauerkraut.

The bus I was on had a big number 4 taped to both sides. Fifty dollars and an eight-hour ride would get me upstate to Sullivan County’s Woodburne Correctional Facility where my gangsta boo, Sincere, was finishing up his last two months of a one-year bid.

Sincere was originally from L.A., but had come to Harlem to run product with some Haitians that he was down with in a major way. But you know how it goes. Niggas got shiesty, shit got shady, and Sincere ended up getting knocked for associating with known felons and violating his parole.

For the past ten months I’d been climbing my ass on the bus right along with all the rest of the jailhouse wifeys, and enduring that long-behind ride upstate, not only to see my sugar daddy, but to keep his game alive. Shit, couldn’t no prison bars keep a gangsta like Sincere on lock. My boo was getting his hustle on from deep inside the joint. He controlled the money game by keeping his buyers and his suppliers isolated and totally dependent on him for all contact, and my job was to be the information broker who helped him keep the two ends from meeting.

Life with Sincere was sweet, even if he was locked down. He did his bid, while I held down his three-bedroom apartment that he had let me decorate with the finest shit money could buy. I shopped my ass off, tricking his chips to keep myself looking and feeling grand. And best of all, I didn’t have to worry about shit except helping him keep his empire thriving while he chilled lovely in the belly of the beast.

So twice a month I made a product run. I picked up a sample package from a designated location, and carried it behind the walls of the medium-security prison where I tongue-slipped it to my boo. And in return he slipped me two addresses. One to the spot where the remaining product could be found, and the other that told me where the money would be waiting to change hands.

Even though I was traveling on some fake ID I had bought from some white businessmen in Midtown, shit could go wrong at any time. It was risky as hell transporting drugs into a state prison, but today’s trip had a dual purpose. Nothing coulda stopped me from getting next to Sincere’s black ass on this goddamn visit. The game had changed, but that nigga just didn’t know it. A little birdie had dropped some real gutta shit in my ear, and if I played my cards right, I would walk outta that prison with some chips and some payback all at the same time.

Tossing my curls, I checked out some of the stunts who were straggling onto the bus. According to my Rolex we should have been moving by now, but there were so many baby mamas dragging their whining kids and shopping bags full of food and toys, that we were running behind.

I elbowed the snoring Fat and Fruity sitting there leaning left and flopping all over me until she opened her eyes and straightened her ass up. That watermelon stick wasn’t doing shit to cover up all that Henny coming outta her pores. She gave me a shitty look and sucked her teeth, then pressed her face against the booger-crusted window and went right back to sleep.

Unlike a lot of these chicks, I never slept on the bus. I didn’t care how tired I was or how long I had to ride. I never closed my eyes anywhere unless the atmosphere was right, and them gangsta bitches riding the Prison Gap bus didn’t make me feel exactly cozy.

Twenty minutes later the bus was full and I was watching the streets of Manhattan slip past outside. Big girl was still knocked out on my right, and some bugged-out chick with three stair-step kids was fussing on my left.

“These goddamn kids!” she complained, slapping the bottom of her toddler’s sneaker to get it back on his foot. “Ain’t nobody tell you,” she said, twisting and turning his foot and trying to force it back inside the expensive little sneaker, “to take off your goddamn shoe!”

The baby hollered like she was breaking his ankle.

“Shut the fuck up!” I muttered, turning away from them. I hoped like hell he wasn’t gonna be crying and fussing all the way upstate. At least not sitting next to me. I knew his mama had heard me because she sucked her teeth real loud.

“’Scuse me?” This ho was actually tapping on my arm.

I looked down at her grimy-ass hand with the raggedy, bit-back nails, then straight into her face with much heat in my eyes.

“Don’t fuckin’ touch me,” I snapped, shaking her off.

She quit messing with the baby’s shoe and gave me the bitch-hell-no-you-didn’t look.

“Well fuck you too! I was just gonna ask you what time it was, but now I see! Ya Chinese-looking trick!”

“Well stop smoking crack and buy a fuckin’ watch!”

“You better leave her crazy ass alone,” a girl who was sitting in front of her turned around and laughed. “Bitch prob’ly know karate.”

I knew where this chick was going, but like most people she had totally missed the mark. Don’t let the chinky eyes fool you. At five feet nine, with a hundred and twenty pounds of titties, ass, light brown skin and slanted eyes, I’d been hearing that “Chinese” shit all my life. The real scoop was, I was half black and half Asian. My father had been a heroin fiend from Harlem, and my mother was a Korean prostitute who had turned him out while he was stationed in her country with the marines. Daddy had married Kimichi and brought her back home to New York with him, and when he got popped in an armed robbery a few years later, me and my moms were left stranded on 128th Street with nowhere else to go.

I kept my eyes forward and ignored the chick in my ear. What she needed to do was take care of all them nasty-nosed kids and keep her dirty hands up off of me. A lot of bitches assumed I was soft because of the way I looked. And yes, I was a dime from head to toe. I’d gotten the best of both worlds. Long, curly hair, soft brown skin, chinky eyes and a dazzling smile. And the body. Yeah, the body was from Bally’s and every inch of it was tight. A nigga could eat a whole meal off the hump in my ass. In fact, if you put me in a butt-out contest with hoes like Buffie, or Nutmeg, or Ki Toy, I’d shut all of them down. My lady lumps were just that humped.

We made our first stop about an hour later, somewhere outside of the city.

“Okay, people!” the bus coordinator yelled as we pulled into a gas station that had a convenience store attached. “This is a ten-minute stop! You can go in the store and get something to eat, use the bathroom or do whatever. Just be back on this bus in ten minutes, or be left!”

Big girl next to me was still snoring up against that nasty window and I left her ass right there. The wheels had barely stopped turning when I grabbed my Dior purse and matching overnight bag. I jumped out my seat and beat most of the mamas and their babies down the aisle, then hopped off the bus.

A second bus going to Woodburne had just pulled up behind us, so I hurried up inside the store and found the bathroom. A few people had gotten in there before me, but I cut the line and pushed my way in front of two little girls, then found an empty stall and locked the door behind me.

I checked my bag and made sure my doe and my sample product was straight, then I flushed the toilet with the tip of my shoe and walked back out. At the sink, I washed my hands and pretended to mess with my hair. I arranged my jet-black natural curls around my shoulders while I looked in the mirror and checked out everybody who stepped through the door behind me.

And they were checking me out too.

I had on a pair of Baby Phat jeans that showed off my small waist and bubble ass and a satin corset under my jacket. I laughed inside as chicks walked in the bathroom and glanced around, then zoomed in on that full phatty package in my trunk before looking away, like what I was holding could possibly be ignored. My attention shifted when a tired-looking broad walked over to the sink and smiled at me through the mirror.

“Hey,” she said shyly. She had red freckles on her yellow pie face and a big rotten grin. “You going to Sullivan?”

I shook my head as I calculated her situation at a glance: She was young, broke, trifling, and going upstate to visit a criminal nigga who was depending on her to keep his gear fresh and his commissary fat.

“Nah. I’m going to Woodburne. They right next to each other though.”

She pumped soap from the dispenser and rubbed it all over her hands.

“This my first time riding. My baby’s father just got sent up for something he didn’t even do! But I’ma keep it real, regardless. He got five years, and me and my son gone do all five of them years right along with him.”

Stupid ass. She was looking at me like I was supposed to agree with that nonsense. Her picture came through real clear. Home-permed hair that had broken off all around the edges, dirty sneakers, nice body, but no style. I gave her a phony smile, then strutted out the bathroom without another word.

The little convenience store was hopping. I grabbed a pack of Doublemint gum, some Red Hots, and a pineapple soda, and found the end of the line. I tapped my foot as more people came in and went out. I wanted to hurry up and get back on the bus and try to find another seat. Sitting up under Big Girl’s funky ass for the next few hours just wasn’t gonna do.

Five minutes later I was going out the door holding my goodies in a brown paper bag, when some ghetto drama popped off right in front of me.

“Uh-uh, bitch!” yelled a girl who had been walking out the door right ahead of me. She must have come off the second bus because I didn’t recognize her from mine. She was skinny and had big titties, and was holding the hand of a little boy who was about two. He looked like a typical jailhouse baby who’d probably been making bus trips upstate his whole life. He had on baggy jeans, a Rocawear shirt, and a tiny pair of fresh blue Timbs. Mad gold chains dangled from his neck and both of his wrists, and two diamond studs were in his little ears.

“I don’t know who you on your way to visit,” she beefed to a thick sistah with long braids who had been just about to come in the store, “but it better not be my goddamn man!”

“Bitch, please!” the other girl said. “Talk that shit to him! If Naequon say he wanna see me, then ain’t you or nobody else gonna stop me from making a visit!”

“Naequon ain’t say shit! You not even on his list! Your ass is ’bout to be riding eight hours for nothing ’cause only one of us is getting up in that jail, and that’s me!”

Hands went up and somebody got smushed.

Blows got thrown and the baby got knocked to the ground.

“No fighting in here!” yelled the old white man behind the counter.

Your ass is about to get vict’d.

It was the perfect diversion and city slickstas took full advantage.

I glanced behind me and saw people on line sticking shit all in their pockets and up under their clothes.

Homegirls was tussling. Scratching faces and busting lips.

“I’m calling the police!” the white man yelled, running out from behind the counter.

Both girls were cursing and screaming. The baby was still stretched out on the floor with his legs in the air, scared and hollering at the top of his lungs. His little hat had fallen off, and one of his gold bangles was on the floor.

I didn’t even think twice. I rushed over to where that baby was laying, scooped up that little bangle, then stepped over those two fighting bitches and got my ass right back on the bus.



Unfortunately for me, I had to sit right back down next to Big Girl again. Everybody had either left something in their seats, or had left somebody watching their seats, and as usual the bus was packed to capacity.

We stopped a couple more times, but I waited until we hit Sullivan County before getting off the bus again. This time when I went into the gas station bathroom I took care of business for real. I took a baggy from a zipper compartment of my overnight bag and pulled out three wrapped condoms, then went through what had become my twice-monthly routine.

I opened the first condom and wiped off some of the goo, then blew into it and stretched it out. Then I took a small blue balloon from the other plastic bag I had stashed in my purse. I slipped it into the condom and slid it all the way down into the tip. Tying off the thin, slippery material as close to the balloon as possible, I bit off the remainder and spit it in the toilet, then parted my pussy lips and pushed the package as deeply inside me as I could get it. I did this three more times, until my coochie was nice and stuffed. I contracted my fuck-muscles over and over until I felt comfortable, then left the stall and washed my hands.

I knew the drill, and when we got to the penitentiary I breezed past the prison paperwork and the guards like a champ. I sat in the waiting room chatting and blending in with the hundred million other wifeys as we waited for our men. This was one time when I wasn’t trying to draw attention, so I kept myself in the middle of the crowd.

As always, I found me a dumb-ass who had too damn many kids for her own good, so I latched on to her and “helped” her out.

“Here, girl.” I grinned at a chick I’d seen practically falling off the bus with all her shit. “Let me help you, ma.” I snatched her diaper bag, then scooped up her barely walking little brat as she dragged a big bag of food and three other whining kids behind her.

I stuck with the little family until I saw them bringing Sincere out, then I pushed that soggy-tailed baby off my lap and ran over to an empty table to see my boo.

“What it be like, sexy?” Sincere greeted me with a warm hug and a kiss. I grinned up at him and returned the love.

“Hey baby,” I said, checking out his six-foot-five-inch, muscled body in his Enyce shirt and starched prison pants. “I missed you, baby. Is everything okay?”

He nodded, and winked at me with a grin.

“It’s all good, baby girl. Now that you here.”

We sat down at a table and held hands, catching each other up on the details of the last two weeks. As we chatted I looked around, busting bitches tryna eye my man. I laughed inside because Sincere was too fine. With caramel skin and thick, curly hair, his dark eyes and dimpled chin was enough to turn any bitch out. Which, along with his long dick and even longer cheddar, was how he had gotten me.

I’d met Sincere through my best friend Tai. Me and her had grown up in the same building on the Upper West Side of Manhattan, and gone to school together since the third grade. Tai and me were opposites in looks, but we was tight as hell and she always had my back.

I was working at a gentlemen’s club called the G-Spot when Tai decided she wanted to hook me up.

“I know this gorgeous guy who wants to meet you,” Tai had told me while wolfing down her second slice of pizza with extra cheese, jalapeños and pepperoni. She was treating me to lunch on 125th Street, and trying to convince me to meet her friend.

“You know how I do, Tai.” I picked at my crust. “I ain’t looking for no relationship or no Big Daddy who wanna fall in love and have a house full of screaming kids and all that shit. I do what I do, and that’s how I roll. Damn, girl. Get up on a napkin. You got grease dripping all off your chin.”

Tai had wiped her mouth and waved her hand. “Yeah, yeah. You hook up with paid niggas and live large off their asses. That’s why you don’t want no relationship, Saucy. ’Cause even if a dude is clean and decent, if he can’t trick his cash out on you, then you don’t wanna be bothered with his ass.”

I nodded. “And what’s your point?”

She stopped chewing and laughed. “I guess I don’t have one. Unless you consider the fact that your money train is about to jump off the damn tracks. Ain’t that guy from the navy getting ready to head out to sea? Don’t you usually find your next victim before you let the one you scamming dry up? And just how many damn bank loans did you get that stupid-ass guy to take out for you anyway?”

Tai was right. I had been milking the shit outta this old-head in the navy. He had rented me an apartment in Manhattan and only wanted to see me once a week. His military pay was good, but he had a wife and some kids down in Brooklyn, so he had taken out a navy loan and paid my rent up for six months in advance. He was rotating back out to sea in a few weeks, and while my rent was paid up for two more months and I had some real fly jewelry, I didn’t have nothing stable lined up after that.

“So who is this guy who wants to meet me? And if he’s one of them paid niggas that I like to roll with, then how the hell do you know him?”

Tai rolled her eyes. More grease dripped down her chin as she pushed another slice of pizza into her mouth. “His brother comes in the studio where I work. He had a party a couple of nights ago and invited me. He saw that picture of us on my key chain and started hounding me to introduce you.”

I went along to meet him reluctantly, but for once Tai was on target when it came down to men. She knew I wouldn’t even entertain no broke-ass herb, and I found out in a hurry that Sincere was far from that. He had high-powered connections and long bank, and we clicked right off the bat. Sincere was real raw and spontaneous with his dick, and I liked that shit. He liked to sneak up on me anywhere and everywhere and get him some na-na, and that turned me straight out.

“Open them damn legs,” he demanded one morning when I was standing over the stove trying to fry him some potatoes. We had been up fucking all night and my gushy was good and sore, but Sincere still had much juice left in him.

“Ouch!” I squealed as he bent me over. My titties barely missed the damn frying pan full of bubbling grease, and I braced myself with my palms against the stove as he started biting my neck and fingering my clit through my mint-green thong. He bit me hard on the back of my neck, then slung me down to the floor and got on top of me. I liked that rough shit, but I wasn’t gonna let him see it.

I raised my knees and fought him off, pushing against his chest and slapping at his hands. He balled his fingers up in my hair and wrapped a long piece around his fist. I wasn’t about getting my damn hair yanked by no motherfucka, and when I opened my mouth to scream on him, he bit my bottom lip then dragged his scratchy chin down my chest and caught my nipple in his teeth, biting it too.

I arched my back and he almost sucked my whole titty into his mouth, like he was gonna swallow it. That shit hurt and felt good at the same time, and my scream came out sounding real close to a moan. He was grinding his hard dick on my mound and I opened my legs as he gripped my hips and pulled me up to meet his deep strokes.

Pussy sore? Not no more!

Sincere got me naked on that floor, and with the potatoes frying to a crisp in the pan above us, my sexual hunger went into overdrive. Sincere pulled out his pretty dick and stroked it a few times. A big drop of semen wet the head up, and I massaged his thighs as I looked at it, my mouth watering. He got even more aggressive with me and slammed that dick straight up in my tunnel and then pulled it out real quick. I gasped and he plunged in again, then snatched that meat away as my pussy muscles clenched and tried to lock it down.

We played that game for a few while Sincere stared in my face with his thumbs brushing my hard nipples. He was rocking me up to the edge, then letting me slip back as my nipples got even harder and the slow burn of a gigantic nut started working its way from my asshole all the way up to my aching clit.

I couldn’t take it no more. The next time that nigga slid that perfect meat up in my wetness I locked my legs behind his back and held on. I bucked my ass off the floor, screaming as tiny splatters of grease exploded out the pan and rained down on us.

Sincere snatched his dick outta me again and grabbed it in his hand. He pressed the tip to my glistening pussy and slid it up and down over my clit, back and forth, until I came like that. Then he moved down lower, sliding his lips down my stomach as his teeth clinked on my belly ring. He dug into my skin as he gripped my thighs, his fingers separating my folds, splitting them apart as he lapped at my curly brown mound, then covered my clit with his hot lips.

Sincere handled my body like he knew all my secrets, and when he finally slammed that big dick up in me again we was both shrieking out loud, me from the orgasm that had my pussy quaking like one big gigantic nerve, and him from that hot grease jumping out the pan and starbursting down onto his back.

And sitting across from him in prison right now and laughing at something he said, I realized just how good our thing had been while it lasted. Even knowing what I knew, it was hard for me to just give my good thing up, but this nigga had a debt to pay. He had shit all over my life, forcing me to do all kinds of craziness just to survive, and he was about to know it.

We spent the first hour of our visit in the reception room playing by the rules under the guards’ watchful eye.

“Yo, is the baby still sick? Did you take him to the doctor?” he finally asked.

“Of course,” I said, smiling sweetly at his code words. Our baby stayed sick ’cause we played this game twice a month. “But he’s better now. Fat and happy and in the best of health.”

Sincere reached out and ran his fingers through my hair, and seconds later I stood up.

“Excuse me, boo,” I said, playing the game out. “I gotta go to the bathroom.”

I slipped off my jacket and stood up, knowing I had every male eye in the room stuck to my high, bouncy ass.

“You bakin’ that cake, baby.” Sincere laughed with appreciation. I was eye candy and both of us loved flaunting that shit. Sincere had once told me that every inmate on a visit probably went back to his cell and tore his meat off to the memory of what I looked like from behind.

Inside the visitors’ bathroom I worked quickly. I pulled down my jeans and stuck one finger up my pussy, feeling for the condoms that were full of a mixture of heroin and cocaine. I pushed down like I was taking a shit, then extracted them one by one. I tore the condoms open and dropped them in the toilet, then took off one of my earrings and poked about twenty tiny holes in each balloon.

When that was done, I took a small alcohol pad from my purse and cleaned off the tip of my earring and stuck it back into my ear, then placed the balloons snugly in my mouth, two on each side between my teeth and my cheek, making sure none of them got close to the silver barbell stud in my tongue. As soon as I was satisfied, I flushed the toilet and booked.

This is where shit had to speed up, and I made sure it did. Back at the table I sat down across from Sincere and forced myself to keep up with his easy conversation. He leaned back in his chair, relaxed and unstressed, and two minutes later when the guard announced that everybody was free to go outside to the picnic area, he came around the table and took my hand.

We walked outside with everybody else. But there was one difference. Sincere was doing all the talking, while I just nodded my head and moved my lips a little bit. In the open air of the fenced yard, we headed over to an empty picnic table, and that’s where Sincere went for the switch.

Before sitting down he scooped me up in his strong arms and gave me a long, deep kiss. We made the transfer expertly, just like we’d done countless times before, and when I felt him swallow for the last time I knew it spelled success.

“You been brushing your teeth?” Sincere joked after he sat back down. “Your mouth tastes funny.”

I laughed and kicked him under the table. “That’s pussy, baby,” I teased him. “You ain’t had none in so long you done forgot what it tastes like.”

I giggled, shaking my long hair and letting it flow, because I knew how much he liked it when I did that. The next hour or so dragged by. I was nervous inside, but I damn sure didn’t show it. I played it off like this was just an ordinary visit. We went back inside and both of us got tuna sandwiches and a bottle of Pepsi for lunch. It was right about this time that Sincere usually told me the address for the money pickup. I always played dumb like shit didn’t stick in my head, so he told me early enough to give me enough time to memorize his directions way before the visit ended.

“I think I’m gonna start taking the baby to see a new doctor,” I prompted him when he finished eating his sandwich. “Do you know where I can find any good ones?” I rubbed his fingers, flashing dimples at him from all directions.

“Yeah,” he said. “I know of a few.”

He wiped his arm across his forehead. “There’s a real good pediatrician at thirty-two…damn!” Sweat started popping up all over his skin and he ran his hands down his face. “It’s hotter than shit up in here.”

I took a small bite of my sandwich and shrugged like the temperature felt just fine to me.

“Drink some soda,” I told him, sliding him his can. “Thirty-two what? Gimme the rest of the address so I can take the baby.”

Sincere stood up and stretched his arms over his head, then shook his head back and forth a few times like he needed to clear it.

“The baby, boo,” I urged him. “You know how hard it is on me when he gets sick. Just tell me where you want me to take him.”

By now sweat was dripping off his chin and his shirt was soaking through.

“Sit down, dammit!” I whispered, glancing at the COs to see if they noticed. “And tell me where to take the fuckin’ baby!”

Sincere started taking big deep breaths and walking around in circles.

“What the hell is wrong?” I asked, getting nervous. That shit was getting to him faster than I had expected. I didn’t know how long it would take for his stomach acids to go to work and the drugs to seep from the balloons, but I’d wanted to be long gone by the time he got to this point. “Gimme the fuckin’ address, dammit!”

“S-s-something ain’t clickin’,” he muttered. He started moving his mouth all funny. Gulping real big like he was trying to swallow a whole fuckin’ desert. “What is this? W-what? What you…what the fuck…Saucy?”

“Yeah,” I laughed, coming straight up outta my game. “That’s me, baby. You got my name right. Let’s see who else name you know. You ever heard of—” I cupped my hand around my mouth and whispered what had been the most precious name in my whole world to him, then grinned. Sincere looked shocked and shook, and that’s when I knew for sure that my boy Akbar had been speaking the truth.

“Oh yeah. That shit sounds familiar don’t it? Well it just oughta ’cause it’s payback time, motherfuckah!”

“Bitch…you set me…” Sincere fell to his knees and leaned on one arm to brace himself.

“Boo!” I screamed. “Oh my God! Baby you okay?” I jumped up and ran over to him. The second I put my hand on him he collapsed to the ground. His eyes rolled around a few times then got stuck up in the back of his head as his body stiffened and twitched, and thick white bubbles started foaming up out of his mouth.

Every bitch at the table next to us started screaming, and the guards came running.

“He’s epileptic!” I yelled. “I think he’s having a seizure!”

The guards pushed me to the side and tried to hold Sincere down as they radioed for help, but who the hell could help him now? Growing up with my daddy I’d seen enough OD’ing junkies to know exactly what was up.

Inmates and their visitors were crowding around being nosy. Babies were crying, kids were still running back and forth all over the place, and shit was just totally erratic.

“Call a fuckin’ ambulance!” I screamed and jumped up and down hoping to create even more chaos. I blended into the crowd as the prisoners were herded back to the holding area and all visitors were ushered back outside to the reception area. A guard came in behind us and announced that today’s visits were being terminated for security reasons, and told us to go back outside and board our buses.

Wifeys and girlfriends started going off. Cursing the guards out like crazy, dragging their kids behind them, mad as fuck that their visit had been cut short.

Me? I was mad too. Yeah, I’d gotten the revenge I had come for, but not only did that stupid fuck Sincere have a real weak system, he had checked out before giving me the address I needed so I could pick up the connect money.

That meant I needed another hustle to get me through the coming winter. The rent on Sincere’s apartment was paid up until the end of the next month, but now that he was history and the Haitians’ drugs were gone, I’d have to find me a new nest to keep my ass off the ground. As I rode that nasty bus back home, I put on my thinking cap and tried to figure out who would be the next victim in my never-ending quest to stay laced.








Chapter 2



I WAS ONE of the youngest chicks in Harlem to kick a heroin habit.

My father had met my mother in a whorehouse while he was stationed in Korea, and when he came home to Harlem he brought back more than just a pregnant Asian ho. Kimichi was a straight-up duji fiend, and by the time they settled into a cold tenement apartment on 109th Street, Daddy had joined her in playing games with the needle too.

I’d been told all about the day I was born. Some crazy street madness had been waiting to welcome me into this world. My parents were stretched out on a pissy mattress in a dilapidated dope house, drinking wine and sharing some works. Kimichi had slapped her arm red until she finally found a vein. The needle hit the spot, she plunged and pushed, but in the middle of the hit her water had broken. She was soaking wet and Daddy begged her to leave, but Kimichi kept right on getting high, just like I wasn’t barreling down through her uterus and trying to squeeze my way outta her worn-out coochie.

By the time the drugs were gone and Daddy had talked her into going to the hospital, it was almost too late. I slid into this world mad as hell, sucking oxygen and screaming for my next fix.

Kimichi’s nodding ass got arrested, and when the nursing staff whisked me off to the intensive care unit, she screamed out to my father in her thick Korean accent, “Seung Cee! Name she Seung Cee!”

But Daddy was just as buzzed as she was. Seung Cee didn’t mean shit to him. Sun-she? So-see? He turned it over in his mouth a couple of times, and when they asked him what he wanted to name his new daughter he wrote down Saucy for my first name, and then Sarita, after his new girlfriend.

I stayed in the hospital until I kicked that heroin habit, and then they put me in a foster home waiting for family placement. My Uncle Swag came to get me as soon as he could. His wife had recently had a baby girl too, and she wasn’t trying to hear no noise about taking in an ex-addicted infant with special needs who cried all the time. But Uncle Swag wasn’t pressed about my fragile condition. He rescued me from foster care and took me home with him. He took care of me all by himself. Changing my Pampers, fixing me bottles, dealing with my constant crying, wife or no wife.

My daddy couldn’t have known it back then when I was going through all them changes because of that monkey him and Kimichi had put on my back, but the name Saucy would come to fit me from head to toe. Hot, spicy, sassy. Yeah, all that. Saucy. Hottt Saucy. That’s me.



Like a lot of kids who had drug addicts for parents, television raised me. Daddy and Kimichi had gotten me back from Uncle Swag’s custody a few weeks after my second birthday. Both of them had cleaned up and kicked heroin long enough to satisfy the courts. But it wasn’t long before they sidestepped over to cocaine, so I sat in front of the television just to stay out the way. I grew up loving music videos, rappers, and anything else that showcased young black girls looking glamorous, getting the bling, and commanding the spotlight.

We lived in a tiny apartment over a record shop. It was owned by a guy named Al, who was raising his two sons, Taleb and Tareek. Taleb was a few years older than me, and real quiet and serious, but Tareek was my age and we loved all the same things.

Whenever Tareek came upstairs to my house, we would sneak into my room so he could try on all my raggedy clothes, even my panties. He would cup his hands up in front of his bony chest and pretend like he had titties.

“They gonna be real big one day!” he told me, his arms outstretched and his fingers wide like he was holding two watermelons. “Big like this!”

Tareek’s father used to beat his ass every day. By the time we was old enough to start school there were extension cord marks up and down his legs and all over his back, chest, and neck. He stayed upstairs at my house as much as he could, but one day my daddy got drunk and laid on the couch with a cigarette burning in his hand. Our sofa caught on fire and smoke was everywhere.

After that, Tareek wasn’t allowed upstairs no more, so we played downstairs in his father’s shop where we would listen to music all day. We’d watch endless videos on BET, and make up our own stylish moves in the mirror. I’d shake my little ass and Tareek would shake his little ass too.

“I’ma be Harlem’s top video girl when I grow up,” he bragged one day, jumping in front of me in the mirror and swaying his narrow hips from side to side.

That shit pissed me off because Tareek was skinny and buck-toothed with peasy hair. Everybody knew I was the pretty one. People liked to put their fingers in my curly hair, and strangers stopped me on the street and told me I had beautiful eyes and a gorgeous smile. Who the hell did Tareek think he was? I elbowed him in his stomach and then grabbed the back of his shirt and slung him down to the ground.

Tareek had his info twisted and I was determined to make sure he got it right.

There wasn’t but one top bitch gonna come outta Harlem, and that was me.



Uncle Swag used to have a daughter named Paris. She died the spring we both turned eight. Paris was one of them spoiled-ass rich kids who made you wanna beat the hell outta them. She lived downtown in what seemed like a mansion to me. Compared to the freezing-in-the-winter, boiling-in-the-summer rattrap I lived in, it probably was.

Me and Paris were the same age but we were nothing alike. I lived with Kimichi and her pimp lover, King. Paris had a mother and a father and a baby brother, and I didn’t have nobody. I was poor and dirty, and Paris walked around looking like a sparkling black princess. I lived in a dilapidated Harlem apartment upstairs from a record shop, and Paris lived in a high-rise suite downtown. My daddy had gotten shot dead trying to rob a check-cashing place, and Paris’s daddy was a big willie who worked for the state, a shot caller who rolled with important playas and carried big bank. My mother was a street junkie and Paris’s mom was a sanctified housewife. I crawled into a grimy bed every night, catching feelings when my panties got snatched off and my legs was yanked open. Paris rested peacefully in a platform bed with stars painted on the ceiling and frilly lace curtains hanging over her head.

“Turn that shoe around the other way,” Paris tried to boss me. It was the Friday before Easter and the only reason she’d asked Uncle Swag to bring me to her house was so she could show off all the new gear her mother had bought her.

“Don’t tell me what to do,” I snapped, bending up her white patent-leather shoe and shoving it back in the box damn near sideways. Her new clothes were thrown all over the place. The bed, the dress, the floor…most of them sporting price tags so high they boggled my mind. She had name-brand everything. Sailor dresses, party dresses. Panties. Socks. New denim short shorts and back-out tops to match. Skirts with flowing peasant tops. Three pairs of Nikes, some Timbs, and two pairs of shiny shoes with low heels. Cute little summer outfits that would have looked too fly on me. She even had one of those dressy knit ponchos and a real Gucci purse in the same shade.

“These shits is ugly anyway,” I said, tossing the shoe box to the floor with a smirk. “You shoulda got something with a high heel on it. Don’t nobody like flat shoes with buckles on them no way.” I mighta been talking mad shit out loud, but deep inside I woulda died for them patent-leather shoes, and was wishing I had Paris’s whole life.

Uncle Swag was my father’s little brother and I coulda ate me a mouthful of his ass. He worked some kinda high-post government job and people all over Harlem swarmed around him trying to shake his hand and get his attention. Like Daddy, Uncle Swag was tall with sexy bowlegs and had pretty chocolate skin, but that’s where the resemblance ended. Daddy had been a grimy, peasy-head, ball-scratching, stank-breathed needle fiend, and Uncle Swag was paid and shiny, holding swole pockets and pushing a jet-black Maserati. He was down with people on the streets and looked and smelled good, and whenever he came around I told myself it was just to see me. I had even convinced myself that he liked me better than he liked his nappy-headed daughter Paris.

“Sweet Saucy!” He would laugh real loud and grab a handful of my long curly hair before twirling me around and picking me up. “Girl you getting taller and prettier every time I see you. You been a good girl? Tell Uncle what you want for your birthday.”

I lived to see my Uncle Swag rolling up to my block in that big black whip with the deep cream interior. I would sit in the window for hours fantasizing about how much doe I’d have if I was his daughter, all the shoes I’d sport, all the designer clothes and jewelry I’d possess, and all the smart shit I’d talk, if only I had been born Uncle Swag’s baby girl instead of Daddy’s!

Whenever he pulled up to the curb with those spinners moving, niggas would scatter from their apartments like roaches, rushing over to admire his g-ride. The young boys on the block would be fighting each other trying to get appointed to stand guard over Uncle Swag’s whip.

I knew Uncle Swag felt real sorry for me and Kimichi ’cause my daddy had gotten himself smoked. Sometimes he came by with money for Kimichi, and he was always packing a bag full of food for me. Cereal and milk, Pop-Tarts and franks, and always a little bit of fresh fruit too. I knew Uncle Swag worried about me and I played that shit up to the max.

“Saucy,” he would put his big strong hands on my shoulders and say. “You ain’t nothing but a little pork chop bone. I brought you some pretty red apples, baby, and don’t you give nobody none of them either! You eat every last one of ’em by yourself, you hear?”

But Uncle Swag could keep his Pop-Tarts and his little red apples ’cause right now I had my eye on his daughter’s orange Gucci purse. It was calling me and I wanted it bad. I didn’t own nothing that even came close to looking good with it, but that didn’t stop me from feening for it anyway.

“Hey! Lemme hold that orange Gucci,” I told Paris, making my voice sound real sweet even though I hated her. “You wearing that cute yellow and blue dress to church, right? Lemme get your orange Gucci until next weekend when I come back over.”

Paris was sitting there rubbing the back of her neck. She looked up at me with an evil face and said, “Why you so worried about what I’ma be styling for Easter Sunday? You going to church too?” She covered her mouth and giggled. “Oh, that’s right. I forgot. You ain’t got nothing to wear.”

I stood there and took that shit while Paris laughed her head off. As much as I hated myself for it, I continued to beg. I wanted that damn purse!

“Come on, Paris. You got all them cute bags hanging up in your closet—”

“And they gone stay hanging up in my closet too.”

“Damn! I don’t wanna keep the bag forever! My birthday is coming up soon. I know you gone let me hold it for my birthday.”

“Then you know wrong.”

I muttered, “Ugly bitch.” Then I snatched one of her new skirts off the bed and flung that shit across the room.

Paris just shrugged, rubbed her neck again, and gave me one of her bitch-I-got-ten-times-more-gear-than-your-ass-will-ever-have looks.

“You real ugly, you know. Baldheaded, too.”

Paris just shrugged. “Chill, Saucy,” she said. “With your dirty mouth. You know how my daddy rolls. I might be ugly, but at least we ain’t broke. But don’t worry. I’ma let you play all this stuff. After I show it off a few times.”

No thanks, bitch, I thought to myself, staring at her as she got down on the floor and started polishing her toenails some ugly blue color. Something grimy flashed inside of me and I got real hot. I swung my foot and kicked that bottle of nail polish so hard it flew across the room, hit the mirrored closet door and cracked wide open. Blue goo spilled all over Paris’s white carpet. It splashed the toe of her new Timbs, got all over the flap of that bright orange Gucci purse I’d been begging for, and dotted the hem of the pretty peasant skirt I’d thrown on the floor too.

I stared at the mess I made and felt a little better inside. But Paris wasn’t fazed at all. She never said a word. She just got up and walked over to her dresser and got another bottle of nail polish in the same color. She clamped the long end between her back teeth and twisted it open, then calmly went back to polishing her toenails again.

“Bitch.”

“Whatever, Saucy.” She squinted as she dabbed polish on her little toe. “But too bad you messed up that Gucci bag. If you had begged just a little bit longer I woulda let you have it.”

Fuck Paris and all her fancy shit! I thought, stomping toward the door. When I grew up I was gonna get mine in this world. I was gonna take every damn thing I wanted, and I wouldn’t have to beg nobody for nothing! I turned around at her doorway, then marched right back over to where my cousin sat. I swung my foot again and sent that second bottle of polish flying through the air too.



I was still mad with Paris when Aunt Ruthie called us into the kitchen to eat dinner. I walked in there dragging my feet ’cause I hated everything she cooked. All them damn vegetables and lettuce and baked meat that didn’t taste like nothing. I wasn’t big on stuffing my stomach anyway, but if I had to eat, then gimme some hot chicken wings from the Chinese man on the corner, or maybe some barbeque ribs and fries, or some Ramen noodles with a frank sliced up in it.

Aunt Ruthie didn’t really like me and I knew it. Whenever I came to her house she made me strip naked outta my Harlem clothes at the door and then get straight in the bathtub so I could be scrubbed clean.

“Girl, you got to be washed,” she would say, hustling me into the bathroom, “’cause ain’t no way in hell you climbing in Paris’s bed smelling like that!”

Yeah, Aunt Ruthie fed me and ironed my clothes and she didn’t feel me up or beat my ass. She treated me all right when Uncle Swag was around, but when he wasn’t there just her whole attitude made me feel dirty and low, like a nasty little beggar. The only time she ever really touched me was when she was scrubbing me hard enough to make my skin scrape off. She never hugged me or told me I was cute. She never let Paris come over to my crib neither, and I knew it was because of Kimichi.

I’d heard Aunt Ruthie telling one of her ugly church friends that my daddy must’ve been a real fool for dragging that Chinese hooker outta some back alley in Seoul when there were plenty of two-cent whores up for sale right on the streets of Harlem.

I might have been just eight, but already I understood that women like Aunt Ruthie looked down on people like Kimichi and me. My mother stuck out in Harlem because Asian junkies with half-black children weren’t an everyday sight on our streets. But I had Aunt Ruthie figured out, though. Paris mighta had the finest stuff money could buy, but she was still ugly, short, knock-kneed, and had her mama’s big forehead. Whenever we were out together I was the one people ooohed and ahhhed over. They played in my curly hair and rubbed my smooth light-brown skin. They told me I had the cutest little bowlegs and the prettiest slanted eyes, just like a black Chinese. Nobody said much of nothing about Paris, except when they was complimenting her on her clothes. She was just regular looking. There was nothing cute about her at all, especially with that rock-head of hers, and I didn’t care how pressed she dressed, or how many top beauty salons permed her hair and hot-curled her bangs. There was no hiding that big shiny dome Paris was packing, and even Aunt Ruthie knew I looked way better than her daughter did.

I kissed Uncle Swag’s cheek as I walked past his chair at the head of the dinner table. He grinned and nodded at me as I took the seat across from Paris. I could feel Aunt Ruthie staring at me, looking for something to be disgusted about. I always tried to act real sweet and innocent around her, but she knew what it was. She took up for Paris all the damn time, but if she hurt my feelings too bad, I’d just get Paris alone in her room and kick her ass until I felt better.

Aunt Ruthie mighta been richer than me and Kimichi, but when it came to being up on her shit I had her blinded. She might have been black, but she wasn’t half as slick as my Korean mother was. She left her stuff laying around everywhere, and I hit her purse for five or ten dollars almost every time I visited because she carried so much bank that she didn’t even miss it.

I played with my food a little bit and laughed when the baby, Kaz, threw broccoli chunks all around the room. Uncle Swag laughed too, rubbing his little boy’s head and reaching over to push some dry-ass turkey in his mouth. Aunt Ruthie acted like she was mad about all that food getting all over the floor, but I could tell she was fronting and felt real good about her little family.

I couldn’t really blame her, neither. It was real warm and cozy up in their crib. Nothing like the life I lived with Kimichi and King.

We were still laughing at the baby when Paris started rubbing her neck again and acting up just to get some attention. She grabbed her stomach, then made this funny noise and threw up all over the table.

“Paris!” Aunt Ruthie hollered. Her and Uncle Swag jumped up at the same time. Aunt Ruthie got to Paris first and pressed a bunch of napkins to her mouth.

“What’s wrong, baby? Is something you ate bad?”

All this shit is bad, I wanted to say, but instead I pushed my plate away and kept my mouth closed.

“I don’t feel good,” Paris whined. “My head hurts, Mama. It hurts so bad!”

Aunt Ruthie felt Paris’s forehead. “Swag, this child is burning up with fever!”

Paris started crying. She kept saying her neck felt twisted and her head felt like it was busting open. She covered her face and complained that the dining room lights was hurting her eyes.

Aunt Ruthie started crying too, and all the cool seemed to drain outta Uncle Swag. He looked worried in a way that I’d never seen before.

“You think we should call the doctor?” he asked, heading toward the phone.

Aunt Ruthie shook her head as she got Paris up from the table and they rushed together toward the bathroom.

“No. I’ma catch a taxi on over to the emergency room. You run Saucy home real quick, then meet me there. Don’t waste no time standing around talking to that momma of hers, neither. Just drop Saucy off at the door and come straight over to the emergency room. I mean that shit too, Swag. My baby is sick.”



Three nights later the door to my bedroom popped open again. I held my breath as the sound of King’s footsteps crossed the room. Pulling my sheet back, she kneeled on the bed and spread my legs. She slid my panties down to my ankles, then took them completely off, and then her warm lips were on me. Licking. Sucking. Probing my hole and making it hot and wet. I squirmed, my booty rubbing against the linty sheets. Little sparks of heaven shot through me and I couldn’t help it as my legs slid open wider, my back arching as my hips rose to meet her tongue.

King reached under me and cupped my butt. She stroked my cheeks and licked me faster. I squeezed my eyes tight as she fucked the bed, her body hammering as she humped down into the mattress. Whomp! Whomp! Whomp!

“Ahhhh!” I cried out, my body shivering. For the first time ever, delicious tremors rocked me from head to toe. My fingers pulled at her short hair. I pushed her face deeper inside me, shocking both of us with my greed. Consumed, I grabbed at my sheets and wrapped my legs around her head, clamping my feet, locking my ankles together, and grinding myself all over her face.

She tried to pull away but I was busy searching. Reaching for something that I needed more than air. I yelled out loud as I tried to get it. Rubbing myself everywhere trying to put that fire out. I was closer, just about to fall off the unknown edge when King wrenched open my legs and snatched her face away.

She glared at me in the darkness.

“You’s a nasty little bitch,” she snarled, wiping her mouth and rocking back on her knees, leaving cold air where her warm tongue had just been. “Little kids ain’t supposed to like that shit. You been getting off the whole time, ain’t you?”

I opened my mouth to deny it, but before I could say anything the bedroom door was opened once again.

“Please,” my mother whispered urgently, speaking directly to me and ignoring King. “Come to me.”

I was dazed. The three of us had played this game for a long time but it had never gone down like this before.

“Your daughter’s a fuckin’ freak,” King complained as I walked toward the door, the throbbing between my legs slowly fading.

I stopped in front of Kimichi. She smoothed her straight hair, then put her hands on my shoulders. Her large slanted eyes looked sad.

“Is bad news, Seung Cee,” she said, using the name she had tried to give me at birth. “It is Pawris. She pass away, yes? You cousin is dead.”



I didn’t sleep for the rest of the night.

Kimichi had cried a little bit but my eyes were dry as sand. All I could think about was Paris being dead, and all the nice shit she had left behind. That big old bed. The endless clothes. Those patent-leather shoes. That orange Gucci purse. Shoot, Paris didn’t need none of that stuff no more!

By the time the sun came up I was already dressed and ready for school. Kimichi was sleeping naked on the dirty floor in the living room, and King had passed out on the sofa. Her legs were wide open showing her big hairy pussy, and an empty vodka bottle was on the end table beside her.

I walked the few blocks to school with my mind whirling. Tightening up my scheme, making sure I had plenty of tears ready. Inside my classroom I went straight to my desk and sat down. I didn’t even bogart any of the play areas the way I usually did. I didn’t hold my hand out demanding nobody’s lunch money neither. I had fought to be the attendance monitor for the week, but I let a boy named Chester take my place and I didn’t make him pay me a dime for the privilege of doing it.

The moment my third-grade teacher, Mrs. Gladman, walked in the classroom I started spazzing out.

“Saucy!” she said, sticking her purse into her desk drawer then coming over to see about me as I wailed as hard and loud as I could. I was such a troublemaker in her class that she’d had to put my desk dead smack in front of hers, and this was the first time I was actually happy that her eyes were directly on me.

“Don’t cry, honey!” she begged, looking shocked and really concerned. “What’s the matter? Do you feel sick or something?”

I shook my head no, wailing louder.

“Did somebody hit you? Hurt you? Is everything all right at home?”

Oh I was performing my ass off now. Shaking in terror, rubbing my fists all in my eyes. Clapping my knees together under the desk.

Mrs. Gladman bent down next to me and put her arm around me. As much as I had cursed her out and terrorized the other students, she probably couldn’t imagine what could have my bad ass so scared and hysterical.

“What’s going on, Saucy?” she asked quietly, stroking my hair. “Whatever it is, you can tell me and I promise I’ll help you. I promise.”

That was exactly what I wanted to hear. In fact, I was counting on her to say just that! I kept up my act as Mrs. Gladman led me out of the classroom and down the hall to the nurse’s office. I cried the whole way, lips trembling, working them tears to death.

I sat in front of the nurse whimpering and shaking. She was a nice fat lady with a wide face and real red lipstick.

“We’re both here to help you, sweetie,” the school nurse said, leaning over me and taking my hand. Her perfume was sweet and thick. “Please, Saucy. If something bad has happened to you, we really, really need to know about it.”

She sure didn’t have to ask me twice. I pictured Paris’s big old comfortable bed and that orange Gucci purse, and then I opened my mouth and let all the beans spill out.

“Mister King—my mommy’s girlfriend. She kissed me on my pussy last night!”



A social worker from the Department of Family Services picked me up from school and took me for a physical exam at Harlem Hospital. When we left the hospital I was taken straight to a foster home. I gave them Uncle Swag’s number, then sat listening to the social worker’s side of the conversation as she made arrangements for him to come pick me up.

“Oh, Saucy,” he said, hugging me to his chest the next morning when he came to get me. Uncle Swag was still fine, but his eyes were red like he hadn’t slept in a long time. He glanced around the crummy foster home that was almost as raggedy as my Harlem apartment. “Paris is gone and we’ll have to bury her, baby. But we sure ain’t gonna lose you too.”

Uncle Swag told me that Paris had been killed by a virus called meningitis, and while I knew that was too bad for her, it was high time for me. In a matter of days I went from a dirty Harlem girl to a downtown diva. It was hard for me to hold myself together when Uncle Swag led me into Paris’s old bedroom and told me to make good use of everything in it. I wanted to jump up and down and scream and kiss him and do a booty dance to celebrate my good luck, but instead I nodded slowly and forced myself to drag my feet over to her room, then pause at the door and look over my shoulder at him with big sad eyes.

“You sure, Uncle?”

“Yeah, darling. I’m sure. You were her best friend. It’s what Paris would have wanted.”

For a minute I wondered about what Aunt Ruthie might say when she saw me styling all of Paris’s stuff, but she was too broke down to even help with the funeral arrangements and she mostly stayed in their bedroom crying in the dark. Her sister Roz had come from upstate to help her out. She stayed in Kaz’s room and took care of him, and that left Uncle Swag to take care of me.

On the morning of Paris’s funeral I hid in her room with the door closed until it was time to leave. I was excited. The apartment was full of people and I could hear them out there talking and crying and comforting Uncle Swag and Aunt Ruthie. The moment I stepped into the living room it seemed like everybody shut up all at once. I stood in the middle of the room smiling and profiling because I knew I looked just that good.

Paris’s yellow and white sailor dress was a little short, but otherwise it fit me perfectly. I had on her white church gloves and my feet were balled up in her white patent-leather shoes with the shiny buckles. Her lacy tights were too short for me and wouldn’t come all the way up to my crotch, but I figured couldn’t nobody see all that so what the hell. Hanging from my shoulder was that fly orange Gucci bag. Yeah, I knew it didn’t match the outfit, but so what? The flap with the blue nail polish on it was out of sight, pressed against my side, and my thick, pretty hair was curly and shiny and hanging down my back in black waves.

“My lawd…” Aunt Ruthie sobbed out loud, breaking the silence and stealing some of the attention away from me. I sucked my teeth under my breath thinking that’s where Paris had gotten that shit from. They just couldn’t let me shine the way I was supposed to without trying to get all in the spotlight too.

Aunt Ruthie fell against her sister, tears running from her eyes. “Lawd, that’s my baby’s Easter dress,” she said, crying into a black handkerchief.

“Saucy,” Aunt Roz said, dressed all in black and giving me an evil look. “Why don’t you go change into something else, dear. Something more…appropriate. You do have something of your own that you can wear, don’t you? I bet you’d feel a lot more comfortable in some of your own clothes.”

All eyes were on me again but this time I didn’t like the way it felt. We were going to a damn funeral, right? That meant Paris was gone. Saucy was here. Why should all them cute clothes go to waste?
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